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The burly rows of trade unionists, the Daily Herald
posters, the familiar faces at the front of the
platform. Miss Susan Lawrence in the chair, as
eagle-eyed for interruption as a schoolmistress with
an unruly class. Nearer at hand, Sir Charles
Trevelyan leant intently forward over the front row
of the gallery and Lady Trevelyan stitched at his
side. The Prime Minister spoke first. I had never
heard him make a public speech before, save from
the platform, close at hand. At the back of the great
hall one realised for the first time the full quality of
the speaker's voice. At times there was a deep organ
note in it, which I have heard from no other public
speaker. The speakers of the first quality to whom
I have listened have mostly owed little to the range
or timbre of their voices, but Mr. MacDonald, it
almost seemed that day, would have been moving,
even if he had spoken in an incomprehensible foreign
tongue. Nor, I imagine, was this musical quality
either conscious or deliberately manipulated. It had
often been noticeable during the collective evening
walks to the lighthouse at Lossiemouth that summer.
The substance of the speech exactly matched the
audience and the occasion. Its tone was grave yet
defiant. It fiercely challenged both the doubters in
the Party and the enemy outside it. It put heart
into the loyal. When Mr. MacDonald sat down,
opponents known to have privately pledged them-
selves against their chiefs were seen to be rising to
their feet to cheer. I have heard critics complain
that in this speech there was a strain of the theatrical.
It seems to me that there must be a strain of the
theatrical in all effective speaking. Like the actor,